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to the merest pin-pricks of light, then back they would come
with frightful speed, showering down on my flesh, burning
into my body, until my tortured writhing would awaken me
again.
At dawn I opened my eyes and discovered that my bedding
and clothes were soaked with perspiration. My limbs felt
light and unreal. A sharp headache snapped and crackled
like a radio spark behind my eyes. The thought and odour
of food sent a sharp, nauseous secretion welling up into my
throat.
Our tactics of the night before were no go. By mid-
afternoon the farm was a raging horror of flame and heat.
Some malignant human agency (was it some sulky peon who
felt that he was entitled to two dollars more for his fruit
cutting than he was getting, that was draining countless
thousands of dollars in energy and crop by his fiendish
activity ? Could it be one of the very men who was out there
hacking away with his machete and being paid for it, or the
relative of a tubercular labourer we had been forced to eject
for the good of the community's health ?) together with that
reliable afternoon trade wind was spelling our ruin.
Within a week from the original discovery of fire, over two
thousand acres of producing banana land had been levelled
from living fibre to ash. The desolation caused by a hurricane
was as nothing compared to the ravages of fire. Then at
least there had been an abundance of green. Now there were
these horrible skeletons of trees, withered, sucked bone dry,
protruding up from finely powdered ground the colour of
slate. The entire labour and administrative force of the
whole district had been pitted against the flames. All other
work, fruit cutting included, had been put aside in that
courageous, heart-breaking effort to stem the great advance.
But day after day the afternoon wirid had whipped up the
sparks and fanned the checked flames into an ever-widening
wall of fire. And day after day further isolated evidences of
pyromania brought home the fact that our enemies were still
promiscuous with lighted cigarette butts. Every morning we
of the administrative staff would roll out of bed at dawn and